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COMPLAINT. 


Aight-Thoughts 


ON 


LIFE, DEATH, & IMMORTALITY. 


8 


Printed for R. Do Ds 1 E y at Tully s-Head i in Pall-Mall, and. 
_ told by M. Coop ER at the Globe in 5535 1743. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


0 TE Writer being abſent, deſired me to correct the Preſs ; my being acci- 
4 dentally prevented, occaſion'd the following Errors. 


R, DopsL Ek v. 


Pag. 33, ver. 16, for Breaſt r. Hearts 
41, ver. 21, For Of r. If. ... 


Page 9, ver. 18, mY fills read fill 


12, ver. 11, for them r. it 


14, ver. 17, for firmer 7. former-|| 45, ver. 18, for Wer. Me 5 

17, ver. 11, for Actions r. Action] oe, v. 1. or Totnpeers r. Compeers 
21, ver. 11, for a (:) put a ) || 53, ver. 8, for plum'd with ev'ry 
22, ver. 11, read thun, Bliſs, v. bloom'd with every Bliſs. 

And firſt the Importance of our End s-, ver. 7, for Taſket r, Caſket 

„ ; bid. ver. 13, read, Still more . 
22, ver. 15, for Exran r. Errand|| ador'd, to ſnatch. the golden 4 
30, ver. 20, for arth r. Earth I Shower. 55 4 


e e ; 


Praiſe no Man e'er deſerv'd, who fought 1 no more. 


Has often bluſht at her degenerate Sons, 
Retain'd by Senſe to plead her filthy Cauſe; 
To raiſe the Low, to magnify the Mean, 

And ſubti lize the Groſs 1 into Refin' d: 


Obſcene, and ſweeten Ordure to Perfume. 
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NI GHT the FIF1 H. 
0 R E N Z O to recriminate is Juſt. 


Fondneſs for Fame i is Avarice of Air. 


I grant the Man 1 is vain : who writes for Praiſe. 


As juſt thy Second Charge. I grant the Muſe 


As if to magick Numbers' powerfull Charm 


Twas given, 10 make A Civet of their Song 
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A thouſand Opiates ſcatters to delude, 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, 
And the fool'd Mind delightfully confound, 
Thus that which ſhock d the Judgment, ſhocks no more; 
That which gave Pride Offence, no more offends. 
Pleaſure and Pride, by Nature mortal Foes, 
At War eternal which in Man ſhall reign, 
By Wit's Addreſs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And hand i in hand lead on the rank Debauch, 
From rank refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed Art! ! wipes off thiindebted Bluſh | 
F. rom Nature s Cheek, and bronzes every Shame, 
Man ſmiles 1 in Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 
— And Infamy ſtands Candidate for Praiſe. 
All writ by Man in favour of the Soul, 
Theſe /en/ual Erhicks far, in Bulk, tranſcend. 
The Flow rs of Eloquence profuſely | pour d 
O'er ſpotted Vice, filly half the letter'd W orld. 


Can Pow'rs of Genius exorciſe their Page, 


And conſecrate Enormities with Song! 2 = 
B But 


„% 


But let not theſe ine 


xpiable Strains 
Condemn the Muſe that knows her Dignity, 
Nor meanly ſtops at 77me, but holds the World 


And Being's Source. 
Vet ſpite of this ſo 1 


E232 7 
Truths, which Eternity lets fall on Man 
With double Weight, through theſe revolving Spheres, 
This Death-deep Silence, and incumbent Shade. 
Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt Hour; 
Viſit uncall'd, and live when Life expires; 
And thy dark Pencil, Midnight“ darker ſtill 
In Melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 
Yet this, even this, my Laughter-loving Friends! 
Lorenzo ! and thy Brothers of the Smile! 
If what imports you moſt, can moſt engage, 
Shall ſteal your Ear, and chain you to my Song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiſe ſhall taſte 
The Truths I ſing; The Truths I ſing ſhall feel, 
And feeling give Aſſent, and their aſſent 


Is ample Recompence, 1s more than Praiſe. 


But chiefly Thine, O Litchfield. / nor miſtake; 

Think not un-introduc'd I force my Way; 

Warciſſa, not. unknown, not unally'd, 

5 . or by Blood, illuſtrious Youth! | Ls 

| = 7 EP To 


Fg 


A Muſe 


. 
Through pleaſing Paths of Moral, and Divine, 
By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the Stars. 
By hen: beſt lighted are the Paths of Thought ; 
Nights are their Days, their moſt illumin'd Hours. 
By Day, the Soul o erborn by Life s Career, 
Stunn'd by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reaſon, joſtled by the Throng. 
By Day the Soul is paſlive, all her Thoughts. 
4 Impos'd, precarious, broken, e er mature. 
TT By Night from Objects free, from Paſſion AY ahh ks 
- Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimpreſs d, the Births * 
Of pure Election, arbitrary range, 
Not to the Limits of one World confin'd; 


But from Etherial Tra vels light on E arth, 
As Voyagers drop Anchor, for Repoſe. 
Let Indians, and the Gay, like Indians, fond 


Of feather'd Fe opperies, the Sun adovs : 
Darkneſs has more Divinity for me; 
It ſtrikes Thought inward, it drives back the Soul: 
_ To ſettle on Herſelf, our Point ſupreme! 


There 


(14 

There lies our Theatre; there fits our Judge. 
Darkneſs the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull-Scene z 
Tis the kind Hand of Providence ſtretcht out 
Twixt Man, and Vanity; 'tis Rea/or's Reign, 
And Yirtae's too; theſe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's Alum from the tainted Throng. 
Night is the good Man's Friend, and Guardian too; 

It no leſs reſcues Virtue, than inſpires. 
| Virtue for ever F rail, as Fair, below, 
Her tender Nature ſuffers i in the Croud, 
Nor touches on the World, without a Stain; 
The World's infectious; 7 few bring back at Eve 
Immaculate, the Manners of the Morn. 
Something we thought, 18 blotted; we reſolo'd 
Is ſhaken; ; we renounc 2 returns again. 
: Each Salutation may flide i in a Sin 
Unthought before, or fix a r F law. : 
Nor is it {tran ge, Light, Aon, Concourſe, Noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad; Thought outward- bound 
Neglectful of our Home-affairs, flies off 


In 


a8” 
In Fume and Diflipation, quits her Charge, 
And leaves the Breaſt unguarded to the Foe. 
Preſent Example gets within our Guard, 
And acts with gouble Force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires Ambition; Love off Gain 
Strikes, like a Peſtilence, from Breaſt to Breaſt ; 
Riot, Pride, Perfidy, blue Vapours breath ; 
And Inhumanity is caught from Mans 
From ſmiling Man. A flight, a ſingle Glance, 
And Shot at random, often has brought Home,, 
A ſudden Fever, to the throbbing Heart, 
Of. Envy, Rancour, or impure Defire. 
We ſee, we hear with Peril; Safety dwells 
Remote from Mulutude; ; the World's a School 
Of 77 rong, and what Proficients ſwarm around? 
We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove; & 


| Muſt liſt as their Accomplices, or Foes; 


That ſtains our Innocence; 3 This wounds our Peace. 


From Nature Y Birth, hence, WWi/tom has been ſmit 


2 
dv 4 * : 


Witz 


(16 ) 

With ſweet Receſs, and languiſht for the Shade. 

This ſacred Shade, and Solitude, what is it 
'Tis the felt Preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the Faults we flatter when alone, 
Vice ſinks in her Allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other Objects, black by Night: 
By Night an Atheiſt hali-belteves a God. 


Night is fair Virtue's immemorial Friend; 
The conſeious Moon, through every diſtant Age, 


Has held a Lamp to N 7/aom, and let fall 

On Contemplation 8 Eye, her purging Ray. 
The fam' d Atheniah, he who woo'd from Heav- n 
Philo o/ophy the fair, to dwell with Men, 
And form their Manners, not inflame their Pride, 
While 0 er his Head, as fearful to moleſt 
His lab ring Mind, che Stars in Silence flidey 

And ſeem all gazing on their future Gueſt, 


See him folliciting his ardent Suit, 
In Private Audience: Al the mn. 


e 
Rigid in Thought, and motionleſs he ſtands, 


Nor quits his Theme, or Poſture, till the Sun 
(Rude Drunkard riſing Roſy from the Main!) 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual Beam, 

And gives him to the Tumult of the W. orld. 


Hail, precious Moments! ſtol'n from the black Waſte 
Of murder'd Time: Auſpictous Midnight / Hail! 


The World excluded, every Paſſion huſh'd, 
And open d a calm Intercourſe with Heavy” n, 
Here, the Soul fits in Council, ponders paſt, 
Predeſtines future AQtionl ; 4 ſees, not feels, 


Tumultuous Life; 3 and reaſons with the Storm; 
All her Lies anſwers, and thinks down her Charms. 
What awful Joy! ? What mental Liberty? 
I am not pent in Darkneſs; ; rather lay 
: (If not too bold, ) in Darkneſs I'm embower dt 
Delightful Gloom! the cluſt ring Thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom 1 in the Shade; 
But droop by Day, and ſicken in the Su. 


Though borrows Light elſewhere; from that Frs Fi ire, 
C : Foun- 


(18 ) 
Fountain of Animation! whence deſcends 
Urania, my celeſtial Gueſt! who deigns 


Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and ao 


Conſcious, how needful Diſcpline to Man, 
F rom pleaſing Dalliance with the Charms of Night, 
My wand'ring Thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of Heart ; Narciſſa' s Tomb! 
Or 1s it feeble Nature calls me back ? 


And breaks my Spirit into Grief again ? 

Is it a Stygian Vapour i in my Blood? 

A cold, flow Puddle, creeping thro? my Veins? 
Or is it thus with all Men — Thus, with all. 


TT What are we? how unequal? now we 8 


And now we fink; to be the fame, tranſcends 
Our preſent Prowels. Dearly pays the Soul 
For Lodging-illʒ too dearly rents her Clay. 
Reaſon, a baffled Counſellor! but adds 
| The Bluſh of Weakneſs, to the Bane of Woe. 


The nobleſt Spirit fighting her hard Fate, 


In this damp, duſky Region, charg d wich e 
But 


„ 


But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly; 

Or Flying, ſhort her Flight, and ſure her Fall. 
Our utmoſt Strength! when down, to riſe again; 
And not to yield, tho' beaten, all our Praiſe. 

"Tis vain to ſeek in Men, for more than Man. 
Tho? proud in Promiſe, big in previous Thought, 
Experience damps our Triumph. I, who late, 

Emerging from the Shadows of the Grave, 
Where Grief detain'd me Priſoner, mounting high 
5 Threw wide the Gates of everlaſting Day, 

And call'd Mankind to Glory, ſhook off Pain, 

Mortality ſhook off, m Zther pure, 

And ſtruck the Stars; now feel my Spirits fail, 
They drop me from the Zenith, down I ruſh 

Like him, whom Fable fledg'd with waxen Wings, 

In Sorrow drown'd, ---But not, in Sorrow, loſt. 


How wretched | is the Man, who never mourn'd? p- 


I dive for precious Pearl, in Sorrow's Stream: 


Not ſo the thoughtleſs Man that only grieves; * 


Takes all the Torment, and 42 the Gain, 


20 
(Ineſtimable Gain!) and gives Heaven Leave = 
To make him but more Wretched, not more W iſe. 
If Wiſdom is our Leſſon, (and what elſe 
Ennobles Man? what elſe have Angels learnt?) 
Grief! more Proficients in thy School are made, 
Than Genius, or proud Learning, cer could boaſt. | 
Voracious Learning, often overfed, 8 — 
Digeſts not into Senſe her motley Meal. 
This Book-Cafe, with dark Booty almoſt rn 


This PForager on others Wiſdom, leaves 


Her Native-Farm, her Kea/o# quite untill'd. 
With mixt Manure ſhe furfeits the rank Soil, 


e Dung d, but not qreſt; and rich to Beggary. 

A Pomp untameable of Weed prevails. 

Her Servants Wealth encumber'd N. iſdow mourns. 
And what ſays Genius ? « Let the Dull be N. N. 

Cenius too hard for Right, can prove it Wrong. 

And loves to boaſt, where bluſh Men leſs inſpir? d. 


It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senſe 
Conſiders Renſon as a Leveller, 


„ 
And ſcorns to ſhare a Bleſſing with the Croud. 
That Wiſe it could be, thinks an ample Claim 
To Glory, and to Pleaſure gives the reſt. 
Craſſus but ſleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wiſdom leſs ſhudders at a Fool, than Wit. 
But . 722 ſmiles, when humbled Mortals weep. 
When Sorrow wounds the Breaſt, as Plows the Glebe, 
And Hearts obdurate feel her ſoftning Shower: 
Her Seed Celeſtial, then, glad faden lows, 
Her golden Harveſt triumphs in the Soil. 
: If lo, Narciſſa. / welcome my Relapſe 3 
III raiſe a Tax on my Calamity, 
And reap rich Compenſation from my Pain. 
lll range the plenteous, IntelleStual Field; 
And gather ev'ry Thought of ſovereign Power, 
To chaſe the Moral maladies of Man ; : 
: Thoug hts, which may bear tranſplanting to the Mics 
Tho” Natives of this coarſe penurious Soil, 
Nor wholly wither there, where Ser aphs "RE ; 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd in Heaven, 


Sa 


( 20 : 
(Incſtimable Gain!) and gives Heaven Leave 


To make him but more Wretched, not more W iſe. 


If Wiſdom is our Leſſon, (and what elſe 
Ennobles Man? what elſe have Angels learnt?) 


Grief! more Proficients in thy School are made, 
Than Genius, or proud Learning, e'er could boaſt. 
Voracious Learning, often overfed, 

Digeſts not into Senſe her motley Meal. 

This Book-Caſe, with dark Booty almoſt burſt, 
This Forager on others Wiſdom, leaves 
Her Native-Farm, her Reaſon quite untill'd. 

With mixt Manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank Soil, 
Dung d, but not dreſt; and rich to Beggary. 

A Pomp untameable of Weed prevails. 
Her Servant”s Wealth encumber'd Wi [dom mourns. 


And what ſays Genius 2 ce Let the Dull be Wi 72 MF; 


Genius too hard for Right, can prove 1 1t Wrong. 
1 And loves to boaſt, where bluſh Men leſs inſpir” d. 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Seuſe; 
Conſiders Reuſon as a Leveller, 


„e 
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bew, 


And ſcorns to ſhare a Bleſſing with the Croud. 


1 


That Wiſe it could be, thinks an ample Claim 


To Glory, and to Phaſure gives the reſt. 


Craſſus but ſleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wiſdom leſs ſhudders at a Fool, than Wit. 
But Wiſdom ſmiles, when humbled Mortals weep. 


When Sorrow wounds the Breaſt, as Plows the Glebe, 


And Hearts obdurate feel her ſoftning Shower: 
Her Seed Celeſtial, then, glad Wiſdom lows, 
Her golden Harveſt triumphs | in the Soil. 

It lo, Narciſſa. / welcome my Relapſe ; 


I raiſe a Tax on my Calamity, 


And reap rich Compenſation from my Pain. 


I'll range the plenteous, Intellectual Field ; 
And oather ev ry Thought of ſovereign Power, 


To chaſe the M oral maladies of Man ; 4 
Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the Skies, 
Tho' Natives of this coarſe penurious Soil, 


Nor wholly wither there, where Seraphs ſing . 


Refin' d, exalted, not annull'd in Heaven, 


Reaſon, 


( 22 } 
Reaſon, the Sun that gives them Birth, the ſame 
In either Clime, tho' more illuſtrious There. 
Theſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd, 
Shall form a Garland for Narciſſas Tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading Flowers. 

Say on what Themes ſhall puzzled Choice deſtend)? 2 | 
\ „ Importance of Contemplating r 8 [ 
6 Why Men decline it; Suicide's foul Birth; L 

= The various Kinds of Grief; the Faults of Age; ; 

« And Death's dread Charader----invite my Song. 3 
„ Firſt, he thẽ Importance of our End ſurvey'd. FT. 


Friends councel quick Diſmiſſion of our Grief; 


Miſtaken Kindneſs | 1 our Hearts heal too "SO 3 
Are They more kind than He, who ſtruck the Blow? 
Who bid it do his Errand i in our Hearts, 


And baniſh Peace, ill nobler Gueſts arrive, 


And bring it back, a true, and endleſs peace! > 
Calamities are Friends F As glaring Day 

Of theſe unnumbred Luſtres robs our Sight 3 
Proſperiiy puts out unnumbred Thoughts 

Of Import high, and Light divine to Man. 


= 


5 
The Man how bleſt, who fick of gaudy Scenes, 


(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves!) 
Is led by Choice to take his favourite Walk, 
Beneath Death's gloomy, ſilent, Cypreſs Shades, 


Unpierc'd by Yanty's fantaſtic Ray; 
To read his Monuments, to weigh his Duſt, 
Viſit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs? 


Lorenzo! read with me Narciſſa' s Stone; 5 


| (Narciſ was thy Favourite) let us read 


Her moral Stone; few Doctors preach ſo well. 


Few Orators ſo tenderly can touch 


N The feeling Heart. What Pathos 1 in th Date e 
Apt Words can ſtrike, and yet in them 1 we ſee 
Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 
What Cauſe have we to build on Length of Late 2 

Temptations ſeize, when Fear is laid . ; 
And III foreboded i is our ſtrongeſt Guard. 


See from her Tomb, as from an bundle Shrine, 


Truth, radiant Goddeſs! ſallies on my Soul, 
And puts Deluſion's duſky Train to Flight; 
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Diſpells 


( 24 ) 
Diſpells the Mitts our ſultry Paſſions raiſe, 


From Objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene, 


And ſhews the Real Eſtimate of Things; 
Which no Man, unafflicted, ever ſaw ; 
Pulls off the Veil from Y7rtze's rifing Charms; 


Detects Temptation in a thouſand Lies, 

Truth bids me look on Men, as Autumn Leaves, 

And all they bleed for, as the Summer's Duſt, 

Driven by the Whirlwind ; lighted by her Beams, 

I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, 

See Things inviſible, feel Things remote, 

Am preſent with Futurities; 3 think nought 

To Man ſo foreign, as the Joys poſſeſt, 

N ought ſo much his as thoſe beyond the Grave. 
No Folly keeps 1 its Colour i in her Sight. 

Pale worldly W iſdom loſes all her Charms 3 

In pompous Promiſe from her Schemes profound, 

If future Fate ſhe plans, tis all in Leaves 

Like Sibyl, unſubſtantial, flecting Bliſs! 

At the firſt Blaſt it yaniſhes 1 in Air. 


= 
Not ſo, Celeſtial: wouldſt Thou know, Lorenzo“ 
How differ wor/dly Wiſdom, and Divine 2 


Juſt as the waining, and the waxing Moon. 


More empty worlaly Wiſdom every Day; 

And every Day more fair her Rival ſhines, 
When Later there's leſs Time to play the Fool. 
Soon our whole Term for Wiſdom is expir'd. | 
(Thou know'ſt ſhe calls no Councel 1 in the Grave) 
And everlaſting Fool is writ in Fi ire, 

Or real Wiſdom wafts us to the Skies. 

As worldly Schemes reſemble Sybil's Leaves, 
The Good Man's Days to Sy5¹¹s Books compare, 
(In antient Story read, Thou know'ſt the Tale) 
In Price {till riſing, as in Number leſs, 
Ineſtimable quite his Final Hour. 

For That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones ; 


Inſolvent Worlds the Purchaſe cannot pay. 


3 Oh let me die His Death ! ” all Nature cries. 


8 Then live his Life » All Nature falters there. = 
=: Our 


Cn 7. 
Our great Phylician daily to conſult, . 


To commune: withthe Grave, our ly Cure. 

What Grave preſcribes the beſt ?--a Friend's; and yet 
From a Friend's Grave, how ſoon we diſengage? 
Even to the deareſt, as his Marble, cold. 

Why are Friends raviſht from us? *tis to bind, 
By ſoft Affection's Tyes, on human Hearts, 
The Thought of Death, which Reaſon too ſupine, 


Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens There. 
Nor Reaſon, nor Affection, no, nor both 


Combin'd, can break the Witchcrafts of the World. 
Bchold th? inexorable Hour at Hand! 5 

| Behold the inexorable Hour forgot! 3 5 
L EE, And to forget 1 it, the chief Aim of Life; _ 
Thbo' well to ponder it, is Life's chief End. 
* 55 Death, that ever threatmng, ne'er 1 remote, 


That all-important, and that only fure, 


(Come when he will) an unexpected G 
Nay, tho? invited by the loudeſt Calls 
Of blind {mprudence, unexpected ſtill ? 


( 27 ) 
Tho' num'rous Meſſengers are ſent before 


To warn his Great Arrival. What the Cauſe, 


The wond'rous Cauſe, of this Myſterious III? 
All Heaven looks down aſtoniſh'd at the Sight. 

Is it, that Life has ſown her Joys ſo thick, 
| We can't thruſt in a ſingle Care between? 
Is it, that Life has ſuch a ſwarm of Cares, 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng ? 
Is it, that Time ſteals on with downy Feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her Golden Dream? 
To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats; 
We take the lying Siſter for the ſame. | 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a Brook; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the Change. 
In the ſame Brook none ever bath'd him twice: 
To the ſame Life none ever twice awoke: · 
We call the Brook the ſame ; the ſame we think 
Our Life, tho” ſtill more rapid in its Flow; 
Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps'd, 


And mingled with the Sea. Or ſhall we fay 
(Retaining 


"Re 7) 
Our oreat Phyſician daily to conſult, . 


To commune withthe Grave, our only Cure. 
What Grave preſcribes the beſt ?--a Friend's; and yet 

From a Friend's Grave, how ſoon we diſengage? 

Even to the deareſt, as his Marble, cold. 

Why are Friends raviſſit from us? *tis to bind, 

By ſoft Affection's Tyes, on human Hearts, 

The Thought of Death, which Reaſon too * 


Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens There. 
Nor Reaſon, nor Affection, no, nor both 


Combin'd, can break the Witchcrafts of the World, 
Bchold th? inexorable Hour at Hand . 

Behold the inexorable Hour forgot! 3 

And to forget 1 it, the chief Aim of Like; ; 

Tho? well to ponder it, is Life's chief End. 


Is Death, that ever threatning, neter remote, 
That all-important, and that only ee 
(Come when he will) an unexpected 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeſt Calls 

Of blind Imprudente, unexpected ſtill? 


Tho: 


Py” 
Tho' num'rous Meſſengers are ſent before 


To warn his Great Arrival. What the Cauſe,” 
The wond*rous Cauſe, of this Myſterious Il? 
All Heaven looks down aftoniſh'd at the Sight. 

Is it, that Life has ſown her Joys ſo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſingle Care between? 
ls it, that Life has ſuch a ſwarm of Cares, 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng? * 
Is it, that T7 me ſteals on with downy F cet, 


Nor wakes Indulgence from her Golden Dream? 
To-day i is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats; 

We take the lying Siſter for the ſame. 

Life glides away, Lorenzo. like a Brook; 


For ever changing, unperceiv d the G 


5 the ſame Brook none ever bath d him twice: 


To the ſame Life none ever twice awoke · 

. We call the Brook the ſame ; the ſame we think 
Our Life, tho? ſtill more rapid in its F low; 8 
Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps 11 


And nungled with the Sea. Or {hall we fay 
N — (Retaining 


. 


(28) 
(Retaining ſtill the Brook to bear us on) 

That Life is like a Veſſel on the Stream? 

In Life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the Tide 
Of Time deſcend, but not on Time intent; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding Wave 
Till on a ſudden we. perceive a Shock; 


We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there 7 


Our brittle Bark | is burſt on Charea? 8 Shore. 


Is this the Cauſe Death flies all human Thought: 2 
Or is it, Judgment by the Will ſtruck blind, 


That domineering Miſtreſs of the Soul ! 


Like him ſo ſtrong by Dalileh the fair? 
Or! 15 it Fear turns ſtartled Reaſon hes. 


From looking down a Precipice ſo ſteep? 


Tis dreadful ; and the Dread 1 18 wiſely plac' d, 


| By Nature conſcious of the make of Man. 
”, dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, 
A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. 


By that unaw'd, in Life 8 moſt ſmiling Hour, 
The Good Man would repine ; would d fuffer Joys, 
+ 


( 29 ) 
And burn impatient for his promis'd Skies, 
The Bad on each punctilious Pique of Pride, 
Or Gloom of Humour, would give Rage the Rein, 
Bound o'er the Barrier, ruth into the Dark, 
And marr the Schemes of Providence below. 

What Groan was that, Lorenzo „Furies! riſe 
And drown in your leſs execrable Yell, 
Britannia's Shame. There took her gloomy Flight, 
On Wing impetuous, a Black ſullen Soul, 
Blaſted from Hell, with horrid Luſt of Death. 
Thy Friend, the Brave, the Gallant Altamount, 
So call'd, fo thought---And then he fled the Field, 
Leſs Baſe the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life. 
O Britain, infamous for Suicide ! 

An Iſland in thy Manners ! far disjoin' d 

From the whole World of Rationals beſide. 

In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 

Waſh the dire Stain, nor ſhock the Continent. 
But Thou be ſhock d, while I detect the Cauſe 


Of Self: aul, expoſe the Monſter > Birth, 


— ; 
s . 
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Who names his Soul) a Native of the Skies! 
Highborn, and free, her F reedom ſhould maintain, 
Unſold, unmortgag d for Earth's little Bribes. 
The illuſtrious Stranger, 1 in this foreign Land, 


| Like Strangers, jealous of her Dignity, 
Studious of Home, and ardent to return, 
Ot Earth ſuſpicious, Earth > inchanted Cup 
With cool Reſerve light-touching, ſhould ecke. 
On Immortality, her Godlike Taſt; 


There take large Draughts; make ber chief Banquet 


| Aſk Almsof arth, for Gueſts that came from Heaven; 


. 
And bid A4bhorrence hiſs it round the World. 


Blame not thy Clime, nor chide the diſtant Sun; 
The Sun is innocent, thy Clime abſolv'd, 
Immoral Climes kind Nature never made. 
The Cauſe I ſing, in Eden might prevail, 
And proves, It is thy Folly, not thy Fate. 
The Soul of Man, (let Man in Homage bow : 
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But ſome reject this Suſtenance Divine; 3 
To beggarly vile A ppetites deſcend ; 
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Sink into Slaves; and ſell for preſent Hire, 


Their rich Reverſion, and (what ſhares its Fate,) 


Their native Freedom, to the Prince who ſways 


This nether World. And when his Payments fail, 


When his foul Baſket gorges them no more; 


Or their pall'd Palates loath the Baſket tull, 


Are, inſtantly, with wild Dæmoniac Rage, 


For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 


And burſting their Confinement; tho” faſt barr'd 

By Laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 

With Horrors doubled to defend the Paſs, 

The blackeſt Nature, or dire Guilt can raiſe , 
And moated round, with fathomleſs Deſtrufion, 


Sure to receive, and whelm them i in their Fall. 


Such, Britons . / 1s the Cauſe, to you unknown, 


Or worſe, oferlook'd; © 'erlook'd by Magiſtrates, 
Thus, Criminals themſelves. I grant the Deed 


Is Madneſs, but the Madneſs of the Heart. 
And what! is that? our utmoſt bound of Guilt. 


A ſenſual, unrellecting Life is big my 
With 


Ct 98 3 

: = With monſtrous Births, and Svicide, to crown 
| The black infernal Brood. The Bold to break 
Heaven's Law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 
Thro' ſacred Nature's Murder, on their own, 


Becauſe they never think of Death, they die. 


"T's equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 


At once to ſhun, and meditate, his End. 

When by the Bed of Languiſhment we ſit, 

(The Seat of V ofdom . if our Choice, not F ate) 
| Or, o er our dying Friends, in Anguiſh hang, 
Wipe the cold Dew, or ſtay the ſinking Head, 


Number their Moments, and in ev'ry Clock, 


Start at the Voice of an Eternity; - 
See the dim Lamp of Life juſt feebly lift, 

An agonizing Beam, at us to gaze, 

Then ſink again, and quiver into Death, 
That moſt Pathetic Herald of our own; = 
How read we ſuch fad Scenes? as ſent to Man 
In perfect Vengeance? ? no; in Pity ſent, 

To melt him down, like Wax, and then impreſs 


In. 


| 
| 
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Indelible, Death's s Image on his Heart; 


Bleeding for others, Trembling for himſelf. 


We bleed, we tremble; we forget, we ſmile. 
The Mind turns Fool, before the Cheek is dry. 


Our quick-returning Folly cancels all; 
As the Tide ruſhing raſes what is writ | 


In vielding Sands, and ſmooths the Letter'd Shore. 


Lorenz. / haſt thou ever weigh'd a Stgh 2 2 
Or ſtudied the Philoſophy of Tears 3 


(A Science, yet, unlectur'd in our Schools.) 
Haſt thou deſcended deep into the Breaſt, 


And ſeen their Source | ? If not, deſcend with me, 


And trace theſe briny Riv'lets to their Springs. 


Our Funeral Tears, from different Cauſes, iſe 


As if, from ſeparate Ciſterns in the Soul, 

Of various Kinds, they flow. F rom tender Breaſt, 
By ſoft Contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, 
And ſtream obſequious to the leading Eye. 


Some, aſk more Time, by Curious Art diſtill'd. 


Some Hearts in ſecret. hard, unapt to melt, 
ny OT 3 E Struck 
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Struck by the Magic of the Public eye, 

Like Maſes' ſmitten Rock, guſh out amain, 
Sone weep to ſhare the Fame of the Deceas'd, 

So high in Merit, and to them ſo Dear. 

They dwell on Praiſes, which they think they ſhare, 
And thus, without a Bluth, commend Themſelves. 
Some mourn in Proof that ſomething they could love. 
They weep not to r7e/zeve their Greif, but ſhow, 
Some weep 1n perfect Juſtice to the Dead, | 
As Conſcious all their Love is in Arrear. 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappriz 'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the Conqueſt of an Exe. 
With what Addreſs the ſoft Epheſi ans draw 

Their Sable Net- work o'er entangled Hearts? 

As ſeen through Cryſtal, how their Roſes glow, 
While liquid Pearl runs trickling down their Check? 


Of hers, not prouder Egypt s wanton. Queen, 
Carouſing Gems, herſelf diffoly'd i in Love. 
Some weep at Death, abſtraCted from the Dead, 


And celebrate, like Charles, their own Deceaſe. 


1 35 ) 
By kind Conſtruction ſome are deem'd to weep, 


Becauſe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. 
Some weep in Earneſt; and yet weep in Vain; 
As deep in Indiſcretion, as in Woe. 
Paſſion, blind Paſſion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deſerve more Tears; ; while Reaſon * 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern d; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the Storm; 
Knows not It ſpeaks to Her, and her alone. 
Irrationals all Sorrow are beneath, 5 
That noble Gift! that Privilege of Man! 
From Sorrow 8 Pang, the Birth of endleſs Joy. 
But 2 heſe are barren of that Birth divine. 
They weep impetuous, as the Summer-Storm, 
And full as ſhort! The cruel Grief ſoon tam d, 
They make a Paſtime of the ſtingleſs Tale; Wt, 
Far as the deep-reſounding Knell, they ſpread | 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
No Grain of Miſclom pays them for their Moe. 
Half round theGlobe, theTears pumpt up by Death 
Are ſpent in watering Vanities of Life; 


e 

In making Folly flourith ſtill more fair. 
When the ſick Soul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on Earth, and ſorrows in the Duſt; 
Inſtead of learning Here, her true Support, 
Tho' there thrown down, her true Support to learn, 
Without Heaven's Aid, impatient to be Bleſt, 
She crawls to the next Shrub, or Bramble vile, 
Tho” from the ſtately Cedar's Arms ſhe fell, 
With ſtale, foreſworn Embraces, clings anew, 

The Stranger weds, and bloſſoms as before, 
In all the fruitleſs Fopperies of Life. 
- Preſents her Weed well- fancied, at the Ball, 

And raffles for the Death's-Head on the Ring. 
So wept Aurelia, till the deſtin'd Youth _ 
Stept 1 in, with his Receipt for making Smiles; 

And blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clariſſa's s Fate; 
Who gave that Angel-Boy, on whom he doats ; 4 
And dy'd to give him, orphan di in his Birth! 
Not ſuch Narciſſa 1 my Diſtreſs for Thee, 


Wm 


EE 
I'll make an Altar of ny facred Tomb 
Fo facrifice to Wildom.----W hat waſt Thou? 
&< Young, Gay, and Fortunate ! Each yields a Theme. 


I'll dwell on each, to ſhun Thought more ſevere; 

(Heaven knows I labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 

I'll dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy Death. 

A Soul without Reflection, like a Pile 

Without Inhabitant, to Ruin runs. 

_ And, Firſt, thy Youth. What ſays it to Grey Hairs? 
Warciſſa Pm become thy Pupil now--- 

Early, Bright, Tranſient, Chaſt, as Morning! Dew 


She ſparkled, was exhal d, and went to Heav' n. 


Ti 7me on this Head has ſnow'd, yet ſtill *tis borne 
Aloft; nor thinks but on another”s Grave. 


Cover'd with Shame I ſpeak it, Ae ſevere, 


8 Old worn- out Vice ſets down for Virtue fair. 


2 With graceleſs Gravity, chaſtiſing Vouth, 
That Youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing i in a Fault, 
Father of all, Forgetfulneſs of Death. 
As if, like Objects preſſing on the Sight, 


Death had adyanc'd too near us to be r 


TE 
Or, that Life's Loan June ripen'd into Right; 
And Men might plead Preſcription from the Grave; 
Deathleſs, from Repetition of Reprieve. 
Deathleſs? far from it! ſuch are Dead already; 
Their Hearts are buried, and the World their Grave. 
Tell me ſome God! my Guardian Angel! tell, 


What thus infatuates? what Inchantment plants 

The Phantom of an Age, twixt Us and Death, — 
Already at the Door? He knocks, we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 

Our untouch 'd Hearts ? what Miracle turns off 

The pointed Thought, which from a Thouſand Quiver 

Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? 

We ſtand, as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs 

Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 

'Tho' bleeding with our Wounds, Immortal ſtill! 

We ſee Time's furrows on another's Brow, 

And Death intrench'd, preparing his Aſſault; : 

How few theme! ves, in that juſt Mirror, ſee? 

Or ſeeing, draw their Inference as ſtrong? | 
There Death is certain; doubtfull Here; H e 2 * 
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„ 
And ſoon; we may, within an Age, expire. 


Though grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims are 
[Green 3 


Like damag'd Clocks, whoſe Hand and Bell diſſent, 


Folly ſings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 


Abſurd Longevity . / more, more, It cries. 


More Lite, more Wealth, more Traſh of ev'ry Kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when Reliſh fails? 

Object, and Appetite, muſt club for Joy; 

Shall Folly labour hard to mend the Bow, 


Baubles, 1 mean, that ſtrike us from without, 


While Nature | 18 relaxing ey? ry String! My 


Ak Trage for Joy. 3 grow rich and hoard within. 
Think you the Soul, when this Life's Rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more Manly to ſucceed? 
Contract the Taſte immortal; learn even Now 


To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 


Divine, or none, henceforth your Joys for ever. 35 


Of Ae, the Glory is to wiſh to die. 


That With ; is Praiſe and Fromeſe; It ipplauds mY 
Paſt Life, and promiſes our future Bliſs. 


What Weakneſs ſee. not Children in their SITES J 


( 40 ) 
Grand-climaCterical Abſurdittes ! 
Grey-hair 'd Authority to Faults of Youth, 
How ſhocking? It makes Folly thrice a Fool ; 
And our firſt Childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and Eſteem is all that Age can Hope. 
Nothing but Miſalom gives the jir/t ; the laſt, 
Nothing, but the Reute of being Wiſe. 
Folly bars both; our Age is twice undone. 
What F olly can be ranker : like our Shadows, 


Our Wiſhes lengthen, as our Sun declines. 


No Wiſh ſhould loiter, then, this ſide the Grave. 
Our Hearts ſhould leave the World, before the Knell 


Calls for our Carcaſſes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to Live in Tempeſt, Die in Port; 
Age ſhould fly Concourſe, cover in Retreat 
Defects of Judgment and the Hills ſubdue; 
Walk thoughtfull on the filent, ſolemn Shore, 


If that vaſt Ocean, It muſt ſail 0 ſoon ; 3 e 
And put Good-works on board; and wait the Wind 


That ſhortly blows us into Worlds unknown; 3 
Of unconſider'd too, a Dreadful Scene! 


( 41 ) 

All ſhould be Prophets to themſelves, foreſee 
Their future Fate; their future Fate foretaſte ; 
This Art would waſte the Bitternei: of Death. 
The 7. hought of Death alone, the dr deſtroys, 
A Diſaffection to that pretious Thought 
Is more than Midnight Darkneſs on du Sou, 

Which ſleeps beneath it, on a Prec-pxce, 
Puff'd off by the firſt Blaſt, and loſt for ever. 
Doſt aſk Lorenzo, why ſo warmly preſt, 
* Repetition hammer'd on thine Ear, 

The Thought of Death ? That Thought is the Machine, | 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us from the Duſt, 
And rears us into Men. That Thought ofa Home 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly Precipice 
O' er hanging Hell, will {often the Deſcent, 
And gently ſlope our Paſſage to the Grave ; 'P — 
How warmly to be wiſht? what Heart of Fleſh, 
Would trifle with Tremendous? dare Extremes? 
Yawn o'er the F ate of Infinite ? what Hand, 


Beyond the blackeſt Brand of Cenfure bold, . 
F (To 


(42) 

(To ſpeak a Language 20 well known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its a// to Chance, 
And ſtamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

Aid me Narcilla ! Aid me to keep Pace 
With Deſtiny ; and eber her Sciftars cut 
My thread of Lite, to break this tougher T hread 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my flumbring Reaſon to ſend forth 
A Thought of Obſervation on the Foe ; 
Jo fally, and ſurvey the rapid March 
Of his ten thouſand Meſſengers to Man; 
Who, 7ehu-hke, behind him turns them all. 
All Accident apart, by Nature ſfignd, 
My Warrant is gone out, tho dormant yet . 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks my Fate. 

Muſt I then forward only look for Death . 

Backward I turn mine Eye, and find him there. 
Man 1 is a Self. urvivor ev'ry Year. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 


Death's a deſtroyer of Quotidian prey. 


( 43) 

My Youth, my Noon-tide, His; my Yeſterday ; 

The bold Invader ſhares the pre/ent Hour. 

Each Moment on the former {huts the Grave. 

While Man 1s growing, Life is in Decreaſe A 

And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 

Our Birth 1s nothing but our Death begun ; 

As Tapers waſt, that Inſtant they take Fire. 
Shall we then tear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 

Which comes to paſs each Moment of our Lives? 


If fear we muſt, let that Death turn us pale 


Which murders Strength, and Ardor ; what remains 


Should rather call on Death than dread his Call. 


Ye partners of my Fault, and my decline! 
[Knel 
+ houghtleſs of Death, but when your Neighbour' 8 


(Rude Viſitant! * knocks hard at your dull Senſe, 
And with its Thunder, ſcarce obtains your Ear! 
Be Death your Theme, in ev ry place and Hour, 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental bg! 

A Brother Tomb to tell you you ſhall Die. 
That Death you dread ( ſo great is Nature's Skill! ) 
Know, you ſhall court, before you ſhall Enjoy. 


N 
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But you are learn d; in Volumes, deep you fit ; 

In Wiſdom ſhallow : pompous Ignorance ! 

Would you be ſtill more learned, than the Learn d? 

Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Knowledge, which impares your Senſe. 

Our needful Knowledge, like our needful food 

Unhede'd, lies open in Life? s common field; 

And bids a// welcome to the Vital Feaſt. 

You ſcorn what lies before you in the Page 
Of Nature, and E xperience, Moral Truth; 

Of indiſpenſible, Eternal F „ 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding turn to Gods j 
And dive in Science for diſtinguiſnt Names, 

' Diſhoneſt Fomentation of your Pride; 
| Sinking in Virtue, as you riſe ; in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
| Light, but not Heat 3 It leaves Vou undevout, 

Frozen at Heart, while Speculation ſhines, 


Awake, ye curious Indagators ! Fond 


Of 
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Of knowing All, but what avails you known. 


It you would learn Deaths Character; attend. 
All caſts of Conduct, all degrees of Health, 
All dies of F ortune, and all Dates of Age, 
Together ſhook in his impartial Urn, 

Come forth at random. Or if Choice is made 
The Choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults | 
All bold Conjecture, and fond Hopes of Man. 
| What countleſs Multitudes, not only /eave, 
But deeply di/appoint us, by their Deaths ? 
Tho great our Sorrow, greater our ſurprize. 


Like other Tyrants, Death delights to ſmite, 


3 What ſmitten, moſt proclaims the Pride of Power, | 


And arbitrary Nod. His Joy ſupreme, 

To bid the Wretch ſurvive the Fortunate ; | 
The F ecble, wrap th' Athletic in his Shroud; 

And weeping Fathers, build their Children's Tomb ; ls 
We Thine, Narcifſa ! --- What tho ſhort thy Date! 3 


LE Virtue, not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. 


That Life is long, which anſwers Life's great End. x 
8 F & 
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The Time that bears no Fruit, deſerves no Name rd 
The Man of Wiſdom is the Man of Years. 
In hoary Youth Methuſalem's may die, 
O how miſdated on their flattering Tombs ? 
Narcifſa's Youth has lectur'd me thus far. 
And can lier Gaiety give Council too? 
That like the Fews fam d Oracle of Gems, 
Spark les Inſtruction; j ſuch as throws new Light, 
And opens more the Chara#ter of Death ; 
III known to thee, Lorenzo! This thy Vaunt, 
cc Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Old, 
40 Een let him him ſweep his Rubbiſh to the Grave, 
cc Let him not violate kind Nature” 8 Laws, 
Fc But own Man born to Live, as well as Die.“ 
N, retched and Old Thou giw'ſt Him; 77 gung and Gay 
He takes; and Plunder SA Tyrant's Joy. 
What if I prove; 1 c The fartheſt from the Fear, 
e Are often neareſt to the Stroke of Fate! TR 
All, more than common, Menaces an End. 


A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life. 


As 


„ 
As if bright Embers ſhould emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits ſparkled from Narcifſa's Eye, 
And made Youth younger, and taught Life to Live. 


As Nature's Oppoſites wage endleſs War, 
For 775 Offence, as Treaſon to the deep, 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 

Where Luſt, and turbulent Ambition 859 
Death took ſwift Vengeance. As He Life deteſts, 
More Life is ſtill more Odious, and reduc d 

By Conqueſt, aggrandizes more his Power. 

But wherefore aggrandiz d! 5 By Heaven 0 Decree, 
To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 

In awful Expectation of our End. 

Thus runs Death's dread Commiſſion: i Strike, but /o, 
6 As moſt alarms the Living by the Dead 5 

Hence Stratagem delights him, and S7 „rise, 

And cruel ſport with Man' J Securities, 

Not ſimple Conqueſt, Triumph! is his Aim, 

And where leaſt fear d, there Conqueſt riumphs ao 
This proves my bold Afſertion not too Bold, 


"0 hat 
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What are His Arts to lay our Fears _ 
Tiberian Arts his Purpoſes wrap up 


In deep Diſſimulation's darkeſt Night. 


Like Princes unconfeſt in foreign Courts, | 
Who travel under Cover, Death aſſumes — 4 
The Name, and Look of Life, and dwells among us. |} 


He takes all Shapes that ſerve his black Deſigns 3 ; 
Tho! Maſter of a wider Empire far 


Than that, Oer which the Roman Eagle flew, 
Like Mero, He's a F idler, Charioteer, 


Or drives his Phaeton, | in Female Guiſe 4. el | TT 
Quite unſuſpected, till the Wheel beneath, 8 ) 
His difarray d Oblation he devours. | 
He moſt affe cts the F orms leaſt like bimfelf, 
His Slender Self. Hence burly Corpulence 

1s his familiar Wear, and ſleek Diſguiſe. 

Behind the roſy Bloom he loves to lurk, 


Or, Ambuſh 1 in a Smile ; or, wanton 8 


In Dimple's deep ; ; Love's eddies, which draw 1 in 


Unwary Hearts, and ſink them in Deſpair. 
> 
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Long on his Wiles a piqud, and jealous Spy, 
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Such, on NVarcifſa's Couch, he loiter'd long, 


Unknown; and when detected, ſtill was ſeen 


To /mile ; ſuch Peace has Innocence in Death 


Moſt happy they! whom leaſt his Arts deceive. 


One Eye on Death, and one full fix d on Heaven, | 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man. = I 


I've ſeen, or dreamt I faw, the Tyrant dreſs .; 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 


Say Muſe, for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 


And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurprizing Scene; 


If 'twas a Dream, bis Genius can ple 


"Twas 1 in a Circle of the Gay, J ſtood. T. i 
Death would have entered ; Nature puſht him back; 


Supported by : a Doctor of Renown, 

_ His Point He gain'd, Then artfully diſmiſt - 
The Sage, for Death deſign'd to be conceal d. 
He gave an old Vivacious Uſurer 


His Meager Aſpect, and his naked Bones ; 
In Gratitude for plumping up His Prey, 5 
G 


5 

A pamper'd Spendthrift; whoſe fantaſtic Air, 

Well faſhion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 

He took in change, and underneath the Pride 

Of coſtly Linnen, tuck'd his filthy Shroud. 

His crooked Bow he ſtraightned to a Cane; 

And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra's Eye. 

IT he dreadful Maſquerader thus equipt, 
Out-Sallies on Adventures. Aſk you where? 
Where 18 He not? For his peculiar haunts, 

Let this ſuffice 3 J ſure as Night follows Day, 
Death treads 1 in Pleaſure 85 footſteps round the World, 
When Pleaſure treads the Paths, which Reaſon ſhuns. 

1 When, againſt Reaſon, Riot ſhuts the door, 


And Gayety ſupplies the Place of Senſe, a 
Then foremoſt at the Banquet, and the Ball, 


Death leads the Dance, or ſtamps the deadly Die; 3 

Nor ever fails the Midnight Bowl to crown. 
Gayly carouſing to his gay Wompeers, 1 

Inly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 
As Abſent far ; J and when the Revel burns, 


When 
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When Fear is baniſht, and triumphant Thought 
Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againſt Him turns the Rey ; and bids him Sup 
With their progenitors, — He drops his Mask, 


F rowns out at full ; they itart, deſpair, expire. 


- = Scarce with more ſudden Terror and Surprize, 


From His bla ck Maſque of Nitre, touch'd by Fire 


He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours, 
And is not this triumphant Treachery 
And more than ſimple Conqueſt in the F tend? 
And now Lorenzo doſt thou wrap thy Soul 
In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown Wm 
Which Moment is commiſſioned to W 7 — 
In Deaths uncertainty thy Danger lies. 8 
Is Death uncertain | ? therefore Thou be fit; ; 
1 Fixt as a Centinel, all Ey Cy all Ear, 
4 All ExpeRtation of the coming Foe. 


Rouſe, ſtand in Arms, nor lean againſt thy Spear, 
Leaſt Slumber ſteal one Moment oer thy Soul, 


And Fate ſurprize thee nodding. Watch, R 
G 2 5 Thus » 
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Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 
Of dying well; tho doom'd but once to Die. 
Nor let Life's period hidden, (as from moſt, 
Hide too from Thee, the precious / of Life. 
Early, not ſudden, was Narciſſa's Fate. . 
Soon, not ſurpriſing, Death his Viſit paid. os 
* Her Thought went forth to meet him on his wy R 


Nor Gayety forgot It was to Die. 
Tho Fortune too (our third and final Theme) 
As an Accomplice plaid her gaudy Plumes, 

And ev ry glittering Gewgaw on her Sight, 

To dazzle, and debauch i it from its Mark. 

Death's dreadful Advent i is the Mark of Man ; 1 

And every Thought that miſſes it, is blind, 

Fortune, with Youth, and Gayety, conſpir d 5 
To weave a rripple wreath of Happineſs, 
(If Happineſs « on Earth to crown her Brow. 
And could Death charge through ſuch: a ſhining Shield! * 


That ſhining Shield 1 invites the Tyrant 8 Soar 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
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And ſtrongly preach Humility to Man, 
O how portentous 1s Proſperity ? 


How, Comet-like, it threatens, while it ſhines? 


Few Years but yield us proof of Death's Ambition 


To cull his Victims from the faireſt fold! 


And ſheath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. 


When flooded with Abundance, purpled, o'er 


N l 
With recent Honours, pam d with ev ry it; 


Set up in Oſtentation, made the Gaze, 


The gaudy Center of the publick Eye, 


When Fortune, thus, has toſs d her Child in Air, 
: Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 


How: often have I ſeen him dropt at once, 


Our Morning“ 8 Envy! and our Evening J Sigh! 


As it her Bounties were the Signal giv' n, 


The F low? ry Wreath, to mark the Sacrifice, ; 


And call Death's s Arrows on the deſtin'd Prey. 


High-Bortune ſeems in cruel League with Tale. 


Aſk you for what? to give His War on Man 


The deeper Dread, and more illuſtrious Spoil; 
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Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the Sublime 

Of Life? to hang his airy Neſt on high, 

On the ſlight Timber of the topmoſt Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall? 
Granting grim Death at equal Diſtance there; 
Yet Peace begins juſt where Ambition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happineſs deny'4? 
Lorenzo. no: Tis Happineſs dj difdain'd. ” 


She comes too meanly dreſs d to win our Swile, 
And calls herſelf Content, a homely Name! 


Our Flame is Tran port, and Content our d 


Ambition turns, and ſhuts the Door againſt her, 


And weds a Toil, a Tempeſt i in her Stead ; 
: A Tempeſt, to warm T; ranſport near of kin. 
| Unknowing what our mortal State admits, 


Life's modeſt Joys we ruin, while we raiſe z 


And all our Ecſtaſies are Wounds to 8 


Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 
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And ſince thy Peace is dear, ambitious Youth ! 


Of Fortune fond! as thoughleſs of thy Fate! 

As late I drew Death's Picture, to ſtir up 

Thy wholſome Fears; now drawn, in Contraſt, ſee 
Gay Fortune's, thy vain Hopes to reprimand. 

See, high in Air, the ſportive Goddeſs hangs, 
Unlocks her Tablet, ſpreads her glitt ring Wie, 1 
And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad | „ 4 


Her random Bounties, oer the gaping Throng. 


All ruſh. rapacious; Friends o'er trodden Friends ; ; 
Sons o'er their F athers, Subjects oer their Kings, 
Prieſts 0 0 er their Gods; and Lovers o'er the Fair, 
Still more #9 ador d; In atch the golden Show” r. 


Gold glitters moſt, where Virtue ſhines no more; 5 


As Stars from abſent Suns have leave to ſhine, 


03 what a pretious Pack of Votaries 


Unkennell d from the Priſons, and the Stews, 
Pour 1n, all opening in their Idol's Praiſe ! 
All, ardent, eye each Wafture of her Hand, 


And wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 


Morſel 


1 


Morſel on Morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 


Untaſted, through mad Appetite for more; 

Gorg'd to the Throat, yet lean and ravenous ſtill, 
Sagacious All, to trace the ſmalleſt Game, 

And bold to ſeize the Greateſt. If (bleſt Chance!) 
e ſweetly breath, they launch, Ty * 
O'er Juſt, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk with the burning Scent of Place, or Pow 1 
Staunch to the foot of Lucre, till they die. 

Or if for Men you take them, as I mark 


Their Manners, Thou their various Fates ſurvey. 
With aim miſ- meaſur” d, and impetuous ſpeed, 

- Some darting, ſtrike their ardent Wiſh far off, 
Through Fury to poſſeſs 1 it: Some ſucceed, 

But ſtumble, and let fall the taken Prize. | 

From ſome, by ſudden Blaſts; tis whirl d away, 
And lodg'd ei in Boſoms, that 1 ne* er dreamt of Gain. 
To fome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that when torn off 

Torn 1s the Man, and mortal is the Wound. 


Some, 0 Yer-enamour'd of - their Bags, run mad, 
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Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread. 
Together ſome (unhappy Rivals!) ſeize, 
And rend Abundance into Poverty; rs 
Loud ctoaks the Raven of the Law, and ſmiles. 


Smiles too the Goddeſs ; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 


” (Juſt Victims of exorbitant Deſire!) 


Who periſh at their own Requeſt, and whelm'd 


ö Beneath her Load of laviſh Grants, expire. 


Fortune is famous for her Numbers lain. 5 


The Number ſmall, which Happineſs can bear. 


Tho? various for a while their Fates; at laſt 


One Curſe involves them All: - at Death' 8 Approach, 
All read their Riches backward i into Loſs, 


And mourn, in juſt Proportion to their Store. 


And Death's Approach (if orthodox my Song) 


; Is haſtned by the Lure of Fortune 8 ſmiles. 
And art thou ſtill a Glutton of bright Gold? 
And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy Ruin? 


Death loves a ſhining Mark, a ſignal Blow; 


A Blow, which while it executes, alarms; 
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And ſtartles Thouſands, with a ſingle Fall. 

As, when ſome ſtately growth of Oak, or Pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her Shade, 
The Sun's Defiance! and the Flocks Defence! 
By the ſtrong ſtrokes of lab' ring Hinds ſubdu'd, 
Loud groans her laſt, and ruſhing from her Height | 
In cumb'rous Ruin, thunders to the Ground, 

The conſcious F oreſt trembles at the Shock, 
And Hill, and Stream, and diſtant Dale, bende 
These high-aim'd Darts of Death, and theſe alone, TY 
Should I collect, my Quiver would be fall. 
A Quiver, which ſuſpended ; in mid Air, 

Or near Heaven” 8 Archer, in the Zodiac, hung, 
(So could it be) ſhould a the publick Eye, 
The Gaze, and Contemplation of Mankind! 


A Conſtellation awful, yet benign 


To guide the Gay through Life”: g tempeſtuous Ware 
Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common Rock, 
From greater Danger to grow more ſecure, — 
And, wrapt in Happineſs, forget their Fate. = 5 
. "If 


v 


4 


Fixt was the Nuptial Hour. Her ſtately Dome 
Roſe on the ſounding Beach. The glittering Spires 


: 80 break thoſe glittering! Shadows, Human Joys. 
The faithleſs Morning ſmil'd; He takes his Leave, . 


To re-embrace, in Ecſtaſies, at Eve. 1 
The riſing Storm forbids, The News arrives, 
Untold, ſhe ſaw i it in her Se 1 5 it's Eye. 

She felt it ſeen; ; (her Heart was 5 apt 1 to feel). 
And drown's, without the furious Ocean 8 A 


In ſuffocating Sorrows, ſhares his Tomb. 


The Guilty Billows innocently roar; 
And the rough Sailor eaſing dogs a Tear. 


1 
Ly/ander happy paſt the common Lot, 
Was warn'd of Danger, but too Gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Ma 2; ſhe was kind, 


In Vouth, Form, Fortune, Fame, they both were bleſt. 


All who knew envy d; yet in Envy lov'd: 
Can Fancy form more finiſht Happineſs? 


Float in the Wave, and break againſt the Shore : 


Now, round the ſumptuous, Bridal Monument, 


A \ Tear; > 
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Survive, myſelf? 


| e 


| Cloſe-twiſted with the Fibres of 1 


| : ö 8 TED . 2 2 N 0 *. : 2 5 | ” * 
Of Human Toy; it Pain to Lire . 


Tis the Survivor dlies— 


A Tear ?----can Tears ſuffice?---But not for me. 


How vain our Efforts? and our Arts how vain ? 


E 


< 


The diſtant Train of Thought I took, to ſhun, _ 


Fate -Theſe dy'd together; 


Happy in Ruin! undivorc'd by Death! 


Or ne'er to meet, or ne er to part, is Peace-— 


ity bleeds at Thought of The. 
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